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FRONTPOINTS: 


Far be it from TAC to jump on the 
bandwagon after bolting the stable door. 
Nevertheless, the gutting of Windsor Castle by 
one of Princess Margaret’s carelessly 
discarded douts has been causing us to muse 
on the subject of our National Heritage. 


STUFF 


The outcry against the public paying for the 
refurbishment of the castle must have a lot to 
do with the fact that the stuff to have gone up 
in smoke is a whole lot of old rugs, wooden 
panels and pictures of rich dead people. In fact 
no one apart from Lord St John of Fawnings- 
ley could care less about it, far less want to 
spend £50M restoring it. Sadly, our National 
Heritage is defined on our behalf not by Paul 
Morley, Sarah ”Brains” Dunant and Glen 
Michael, who might come up with some 
sense, but by a self- selected bunch of old 
chums with a restricted pool of chromosomes. 
They pump vast sums of public money into 
the twitching corpse of opera without so much 
as a by your leave. Perhaps it was vindicated 
by the title sequence for Italia 90 when 
Cruyff’s famous backheeler and Pele’s layoff 
to Carlos Alberto were played out to the 
anthemic strains of the now disgraced fat Pav. 
Or perhaps not. 


BIG TAM 


The real heritage of Scotland is of course 
comprised of stuff never dreamed of by Lord 
St John. Big Tam’s 20 yarder and the 
outstretched arms of the Inter keeper; the 
heroic tilting at windmills of Archie Gemmill 
and Davie Narey; Billy Connolly on Marching 
through the Heather; all evoking more in the 
Scottish breast than all the queen’s horses, 
paintings, or men. 


FORSYTH 


For heritage must imply access. The nation 
can’t inherit stuff that only the queen and 
Anthony Blunt get to see. The Spanish 
Inquisition sketch, a trip to Firhill, the works 
of Richmal Crompton, Bill Forsyth and 
Michael Marra are available to us all for a few 
quid. A stroll up the Cobbler costs us nowt. 
Ironic, then, that the French Polishers and 
painting restorers are tooling up to restore 
Windsor Castle out of the public purse, while 
Scottish National Heritage appears to be a 
toothless ptarmigan having no remit to take on 
the inheritors of power and land who sit in 
with Lord St John on the red benches and 
decide who really inherits what. 


The Totally Useless Equipment Guide No. 6 - The Child. 


Old curmudgeons that they are your Angry Corrie team differ from the Woodcraft Folk philosophy whereby children are seen, 
heard, stimulated, encouraged to express themselves etc. We tend more to hark back to the days when children did useful jobs 
like mining and chimney sweeping; when they doffed their forelocks to their elders, knew the 13 times table and Super 
Nintendo was a wrestler on Kent Walton's Saturday afternoon sessions. These days, to our dismay, the child has a pivotal 
place in society, and with ever increasing frequency, is appearing on the hills. 

Good Points and Features. 

@ Due to a diet of IRN BRU and crisps a child has a very high metabolic rate and could serve as a handy 
source of heat if snowholing on the Cairngorm Plateau. 

@The child will almost certainly be clad in fluorescent drug-inspired clothing which might be helpful in 
attracting a helicopter when he or she gets hypothermia. (see below) 

@ In the case of very young children carrying them on your back or front helps to cushion your landing in 
a fall. 

Due to the complete breakdown of discipline in the schools, your child will be completely incapable of 
adhering to the country code. It will wander about leaving gates open and throwing away crisp packets. 
Since the latter pose a slight risk of asphyxiation to sheep your child may well be humanely destroyed by 
an irate farmer who is down on his assasination quota. You will then get your other children taken off you 
by the "Cruelty" as an unfit parent and you will be free to pursue your hillwalking career in peace. 


Bad Points and Features. 
@Children are shod without exception in "trainers"-a misnomer if ever there was. The percentage of 
trainers involved in training is comparable with the percentage of mountain bikes used on mountains. 
These trainers, as is the style, will not have the laces done up and your child will lose them in a bog or on a 
tricky bit of scrambling. 

@ Due to a diet of IRN BRU and crisps a child has a very high metabolic rate and will be losing heat from 
the word go. It will refuse to wear a sensible fleece in favour of some ludicrous item with Joe Bloggs or 
NAF NAF written on it and a TOG value of 0.002. It will catch hypothermia and you will not look good 
with the Mountain Rescue or Scotland Today. 

Children have an attention span equal to the average length of a bout on WWF wrestling - i.e. 4.3 
minutes. You will barely have left the road when cries of "Can we eat now?", "Are we nearly at the top?", 
"Can I stop to play with my Game Boy?" will be driving you mad. 

@ Young people's music is created by computer programmers from hell. When in a bothy with your child 
it will be a source of extreme embarassment when sing-songs take place. Not many beardy types are going 
to want to hum along to drug-inspired litanies like "Move any Mountain". They may well disagree 
fundamentally with the sentiments too. 

@ Your child will insist on carrying its IRN BRU and crisps in a ludicrous dayglo rucksack which it 
normally carries to school. Why this is so when none of them has ever seen a schoolbook is a mystery. 
This pathetic sack holds almost nothing, will certainly not have an ice axe loop and the straps will break 
almost immediately. 


In days of yore, 
before baggers had 
access lo Butterfield, 
Bennet or Brown, 
everyone - absolutely 
everyone - read the 
octavo-size tomes of 
an ex-classical pianist 
&iven to climbing 
Sagiy hills wearing 
jazzy makeup. In 
TACO we wondered 
where all these ex- 
readers had vanished eee 
lo. Well, at least in Bi Oats es 

Robert Bradbury, " \ oasis \ 
we ’ve found one... 


The Hills to ; ol 
the East of Aberdeen 


by W.A.Plunger (being a distant cousin of the late mountain photographer, guidebook writer and 
author of The Scottish Peaks, W.A.Poucher) 


Ben Bore - 3,843 feet 
Stob Ninian - 3,821 feet 


Climbers acquainted with these mighty-towered summits will agree they are unparalleled in all 
Britain. On departing the quaint fishing village of Aberdeen on your journey east down Glen 
Echofisc, you first skirt the massive bulk of their lofty sentinel Ben Piper, and then on reaching 
Loch Echofisc their tremendous towers burst into view, their tremendous western ramparts falling 
vertically and stretching as far as the eye can encompass. As you marvel opposite their Cyclopean 
masonry and Cycloneptunean pillars, on a clear sunny morning you will raise your eyes aloft and 
observe their glittering caps of titanium, often mistaken for snow and the crowning feature of their 
lofty architecture. The complete traverse of Ben Bore and Stob Ninian offers a magnificent 
excursion for the tough Climber, provided he be adequately equipped and suitably experienced, but 
save for the ascent of Ben Bore from Ben Bore Farm, their steely knife-edged ridges are fraught 
with difficulties and should be left severely alone by the ordinary pedestrian. 


Lying directly beneath the tungsten-tumulted face of Stob Ninian, Echofisc Castle, the ancestral 
home of the Earls of Echofisc, stands suspended above Loch Echofisc on a gigantic platform 
supported by concretaceous columns rising from the Stygian depths of the loch. As a frequent 
visitor, I became well-acquainted with the seventh Earl and I have often been extended an 
invitation to occupy a suite in the castle’s lower basement for the duration of my Climbing in the 
vicinity. For less fortunate climbers, the Echofisc Hotel provides satisfactory accommodation and 
has a unique reputation for the quality of its piscatorial cuisine, whilst the Youth Hostel at Lerwick 
in the north of the region is suitable for young climbers of more limited means. The intervening 
three hundred map-miles should not impose an insurmountable obstacle to the youthful enthusiast 
in fit condition. 


Route 75. Ben Bore from Ben Bore Farm. The ascent of Ben Bore from the farm offers no 
obstacles save for the long and tedious tramp up Glen Bore, often desperately liquescent underfoot. 
At the terminus of the track the collar-work begins, the walker being faced with the prospect of a 
long, unremitting and seemingly endless slog up the unattractive spheropygian eastern aspect of 
Ben Bore. There are no difficulties to be encountered, save in mist when the white line painted by 
my valet along the route for the purposes of Plate 251 will provide an aid to navigation. When 
resting from the ardours of the ascent, note the sandy nature of the terrain, clearly indicative of 
submersion of the entire range under the liquescence of the oceans at some distant epoch of 
geological aeons. Otherwise there are no features to rivet the eye until the summit is attained, 
whereupon an unbelievably stupendous panorama gushes upon the view. 


From this supreme Monarch of the east your gaze will be held across the entire arc of the horizon 

by a perfect galaxy of titanium-capped peaks. Under conditions of outstanding atmospheric clarity 

the incredible vista stretches from the desolate Cairngorm plateaux on its utmost western periphery 

to the superb splendours of Norway’s remarkably distant Jotunheimen at the furthest easternmost 

prospect. Nearer at hand, the awesome chasm of Corrie Bore leads the eye into an immense 
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secretagogue of Cycloneptunous depth, while beyond, Stob Ninian displays tungstenous buttresses 
of menacing aspect. Ahead lie the sensational pinnacles and Titanic castles comprising the airy, 
tortuous and exposed traverse to Stob Ninian. These should not be tackled by the ordinary 
pedestrian, who after a farewell reverie from his lofty perch must reluctantly return adhering 
strictly to my white line. 


Route 76. The Traverse of Ben Bore and Stob Ninian. The key to completing this long and 
strenuous undertaking in time for dinner lies in arranging for the Earl’s ghillie to row the Climber 
along Loch Errathic and to pick him up in the late afternoon, thereby avoiding the long and tedious 
tramp along the glutinous shores of the loch, the level of which fluctuates daily with remarkable 
synchronicity still not fully understood even in the modern scientifically enlightened era. Upon 
reaching the northernmost perimeter of Loch Errathic, proceed E to adjacent Loch Errothic. Having 
sent your valet ahead to nearby Errothic Bothy to prepare morning coffee, pause awhile to admire 
the mighty excrescence of the Errothic Pinnacle, rising gigantically above the Scyllian gloom of the 
loch. 


From the bothy contour W below the mighty concretinous masonry of Stob Ninian and then 
surmount a rocky platform. Since your route ahead lies along a north-south axis, illumination of 
significant sections of the mighty traverse for photographic purposes is seriously impaired, and for 
these components of his sporting course the Climber is recommended to resort to backwards 
motion to guarantee optimal lighting conditions for his Leica. Exercising utmost care, ascend N the 
arduous razor-sharp Ninian Arete with sensationally abysmal drops on all sides, finally emerging 
on the tungstenous tower of the lofty summit. At this coign of vantage even the astounding 
cornucopia of titanium-capped peaks which attempts to grasp your gaze will be overwhelmed by 
the fantastic, awe-inspiring prospect of your route ahead. 


Commence with extreme caution the severe and sensational skywalk suspended above the supreme 
secretagogue of Corrie Ninian. Hereabouts I once underwent one of my eeriest Climbing 
experiences, convinced that I could sense the crashing of wondrous waves, the screams of soaring 
seagulls and the invigorating inhalations of pungent seaweed. To this day I can offer no 
explanation for these bizarre phenomena. After surmounting the perpendicular protuberance of the 
Pinnacle, linger awhile in sublime contemplation at the climax of this noble eminence, before 
descending the near vertical overhang to Bealach Nan Bore, from where by careful scrutiny you 
will detect your route’s sporting continuation over Ben Bore’s gigantic boilerplates. With frequent 
deployment of manual assistance, boldly bestride the convex contours of the colossus until you 
eventually complete your rigours 
by attaining the reigning peak, on 
which your gaze will be seized in 
awestruck admiration at the dyna- 
mic prospect of tumultuous tower 
and distant ocean, sublimer than 
any artist’s artifices in oil. 


Descend briefly toward Glen 
Bore, then traverse the mighty 
eastern flanks into the vast 
amphitheatre of Corrie Bore, 
through whose _ subliquescent 
depths you will finally return to 
Errothic Bothy. Having instructed 
your valet to await with afternoon 
tea and a piping hot bath, synch- 
ronise your embarkation upon 
Loch Errathic to capture the last 
rays of the setting sun reflecting 
off the mighty Pinnacle into the 
lens of your Leica. Ensure your 
return in time for dinner at the 
Echofisc Hotel, the supreme 
digestive experience of which 
should be finest piscatorial digits, 
garnished with freshly harvested 
toxic algae and bathed in a deli- 
cate sauce of North Sea sewage 
outflow... 


WALKING TYPES: No.1 
The Wiry Old Guy 


He’s thin and stringy, he’s got a face like a walnut and a shock of fine white hair which stands out from his 
head in the slightest breeze. He walks quite slowly, with his hands tucked neatly under the bottom of his 
rucksack, but he never stops. In knee-deep heather, vertical bog, scree or on a wet grass slope, he walks at 
two miles an hour, taking little economical steps, and not breathing hard at all. You pass him three times on 
the way up, but each time he passes you again while you’re wheezing on a rock, ‘admiring the view’ and trying 
to decide whether to throw up before or after you finish the last of your water. 


He always nods gravely and says, ‘Morning!’ or, ‘Fine day!’ or, ‘Bit blowy!’, but you can just #/ from the way 
he looks at you that he’s thinking, Young dors, “inging themselves up the mountain - be dead berore theyre 
seventy-five. And he’s probably right. 


| think that he was cunningly constructed from steel wire, springs and fine leather at some time near the start of 
the century, by the last great craftsmen of the automotive age, just before the British car industry went phut. 
And he will still be purring along smoothly when your big end is well and truly gone. 


He carries an old khaki A-frame rucksack which weighs twenty pounds empty, and he seems to have packed 
his army greatcoat in case the weather turns nasty later. He’s wearing a collarless shirt, three cardigans, and 
what seems to be an antique dinner jacket - it’s got silk lapels. ‘Feel that,’ he says. ‘Wool through and through. 
Warm as toast, fifty years old, and still a few years’ wear in it yet. Got married in that, | did.’ 


At the cairn, he drinks a bottle of dark beer and eats a piccalilli sandwich, then nods towards the next peak, 
across two thousand feet of descent with a bog at the bottom of it. ‘Fancy coming on to the next one with me?’ 
he says. 


You gabble something about trains, or baby-sitters, or lame grandparents still in the car, and say you’d better 
head back. 


He gives you that look again. 


GRANT HUTCHISON 


Shaggy’s Xword No.7 - another stinker! 


ACIOSs. 


&. lt issues forth (Y 

6. Suicidal nip in the air (@) 

& Floaters are found here (2.34) 

70. Wildfowl hairstyle (6,4) 

Down. 

7. Snap the prevailing fart (44 

2. Amica mist about pervading odiously (9) 
3 Nu gratitude for this unprofitable task (9) 
4, River on her way round (3) 

7. Sounds like an escape from infestation (4 
9 Pappy Beinn (3 


Solutions: Xword No.4: Across. 1.Lairig Leacach, 7.Civilization, 8.Heronry, 9.Hut, 11.ESE, 13.Real thunder, 15.Only in 
winter, 16.Trek, 18.Eyemouth, 21.Sickness, 22.Tay; Down. 1.Loch Harport, 2.Invermallie, 3.lsland trip, 4.Lose your way, 
5.Altered, 6.A bother, 10.Tup, 12.Sea trout, 14.Frothy, 17.RPI, 19.EIS, 20.In. 


Xword No.5: Across. 1.Belched, 6.Double act, 7.Overt, 8.Rum, 9.Out, 10.Stoic, 11.Reeks, 12.Ass. Down. 1.Body odour, 
2.Loudest, 3.Halitosis, 4.Diarrhoea, 5.Stomachs. 


Xword No.6: Across. 1 & 23.Mullach Coire Mhic Fhearchair, 10.A dismal night, 12.Goats, 13.Triangulation point, 15.Son of 
Namara, 16.Sugar, 18.Luss, 19.Status Quo, 21.East, 23.See 7 across, 24.Not gas, 27.See 20 down, 29.See 77 down, 
30.Spud, 31.Sump, 33.Morar, 37.Hirta, 38.Last wolf in Scotland. Down. 2.Underfoot, 3.Lost a footing, 4.Changing seasons, 
5.Canal, 6.Ingot, 7.High pass, 8.Chafing, 9.Unsaturate, 11.Toon, 14.At another summit, 17 & 29 across.Used an opening, 
19.Sound of Mull, 20 & 27 across.Heath orchids, 22.Acids, 25.The brose, 26.See 36 gown, 28.Sporran, 32.See down, 
34.Rows, 35.Pulk, 36,32 & 26 down.Nice white and sandy. 


SPLENDID NEW T-SHIRT DESIGN!!! 


So farewell then... “Murdo World Tour” T-shirts - they’ve all gone. This is 1993, and the 
state-of-the-art, politically-correct hillperson is crying out, begging even, for the 
spiffing, spoffing new “Nyaff Nyaff” shirts. As before, medium, large and extra-large 
hi-quality “Hanes” material - but now with the almost ubiquitous “Nyaff Nyaff” logo 
on the front and an all-action shot of your favourite hillwalking cartoon character in 
glorious graphic detail on the back. Also features Murdo’s nyaffisn pal Darren, a 
crampon, a fag and a particularly fine drawing of An Teallach. 
Be & nye coad.- 
THE ANGRY 


CORRIE 


Scotlend) Ferre 
Aue ns Fanning 


Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. Prices 
as before: £10 including p & p. Allow 28 days for delivery. Also on sale in certain 
hillwear boutiques, but precious few. 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE... 


Also held at the same price is our splendid special subscription offer! 56 secures you 
one whole year’s worth of hot-off-the-press fanzines (6 issues), delivered direct to 
your letterbox. Address as above. 


. OR $12.50 FOR BOTH SHIRT & SUBBIE, POST-FREE!!! 
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7. Meets with rubs about bad pieces of information (36) 


igh up ona hillside 
take me where the stallion meets the sun 


Could It Be Magic 


Take Vat 


TAC readers will not be familiar with Take That. This combo exists only in the netherword comprising the 
3 hours of TV on a Saturday morning on channels | and 3. At the point in the week when TAC readers are 
picking through the mound of socks on the bothy floor and regretting the forgotten bog paper, the average 
12-year-old has already Icarnt 24 new facts about Jason Donovan, munched through a packet of Pop Tarts and 
phoned in a question to Dannii Minogue. TT are the most recent addition to the lucrative NEW KIDS, MARKY 
MARK stable whose job is to repackage black music trends for white teenage consumption and endless 
appearances in said netherworld. Strangely, whereas the other two have gone for a bleached-and-scrubbed rap 
image, TT have picked up the mantic of the corporcally challenged Stylistics. 70's children will remember the 
lead singer out of the Stylistics, whose challenge to the gravitational curvature of spacetime was in inverse 
proportion to the manliness of his voice. 

It's hard to believe that the lads go in for metaphor, but nor can one take the above lyrics literally. Obviously 
when one sounds like the Stylistics it will be necessary to up the macho content of the act, and most of the 
lads dutifully expose ripply torsos at all times. But arbitrarily dumping Lester Piggot and Nijinsky at ten-to-one 
onto the tourist route up Blaven is not very convincing. Even Hamish's eagle would be a more likely sight. 
And what is Antacid and Highland toffee magnate Rennie McOwan going to say about the erosion caused by 
the hooves. Then there's this mention of the sun. What hills have these boys been climbing where the sun 
shines? Sadly we have to conclude that these clean cut purveyors of dubious sexual arousal to the nation’s 
daughters have opted for the oldest trick in the book and write their lyrics in a drug-crazed frenzy. 


WW WWW OO 


In TAC9 FHlugh Tooby was going on about the Cairngorms. Now he moves across to 
Creag Meagardh. Who knows to where hell turn his attentions next? Any further west 
and hell be interviewing the man who runs that nice Iittle ferry across Loch Linnhe to 
Camusnagaul, or scribbling down observations about the Nevisport tearoom... 


A day with the bleating goat (or We ain’t gonna walk from Meagaidh’s 
Farm no more...) 


Of all the corries of Scotland, none is angrier than Coire Ardair of Creag Meagaidh on a wild winter's day. 
Fortunately this experience is available to all throughout the year as the area is a National Nature Reserve 
formerly under the care of the NCC but now part of Scottish National Heritage. As part of this new body’s 
policy of greater communication with the public it serves, an open day was held on the reserve in September. 
A mixed bag of folk therefore gathered at Aberarder on a bright blustery morning to see what was on offer. 


First off was a talk on the history of the area and the reserve. In common with much of the Highlands, the 
current appearance of desolate emptiness is a relatively recent phenomenon, as witnessed by the number of 
remains of long abandoned communities visible to the careful eye. Small self-sufficient townships clustered at 
the burnside sheltered by woodlands. Strips of land were drained and cultivated and fishing, hunting and 
grazing on the open hillside were available to all. With the crushing of the Jacobite rebellions, all of this 
changed rapidly as ‘Chiefs’ gave way to ‘Owners’ who flooded the area with ‘profitable’ sheep displacing 
people and trees. (Surely bastard’ sheep? - Ed.) \n Victorian times, sheep gave way to deer and grouse and 
many native species of animal and bird were persecuted to near extinction. By the early years of this century, 
the area was as devoid of people, trees and wildlife as it had been since the last Ice Age. Finally the threat of 
extensive commercial monoculture forestry in the early 1980s prompted the NCC to purchase the area as the 
only surviving example in the locality of a hillside where it was still possible to go from loch to summit on 
what was left of the natural soil and vegetation. 


So what are SNH aiming to achieve now? Basically, we were told, they wish to try and reverse some of these 
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trends by enriching the flora and fauna and opening up the area to people again. The main method of 
achieving the former is to reduce the number of deer, which they have done by a combination of stalking 
and humane trapping which avoids the need for expensive and unsightly fences. This has already, in the six 
years of the reserve’s history, led to considerable early regeneration of native tree species. In the fullness of 
time, this could lead to a return of other species living in the shelter of the trees. The reserve staff were keen 
to point out that this would include the deer themselves, which would be larger and healthier in what is, 
after all, their natural habitat. Deer and trees co-exist very well if the trees are just given an initial chance to 
get going. 

As far as opening up the area to people again, SNH aim to encourage sensitive appreciation. They want 
people to come and enjoy all that the reserve has to offer without damaging it unduly. Interestingly they, 
unlike most private estates, find it perfectly possible to cull deer without having to restrict public access. 
Discrete interpretation boards have been provided at the start of the Coire Ardair track and much needed 
erosion-proof path repairs have been carried out. 


By this time the sun had emerged from behind the latest shower cloud, so it was time to go walkabout. We 
were taken a couple of miles up the main Coire Ardair path and back via the burn itself. With perfect 
timing, a golden eagle appeared closely followed by a peregrine falcon. Down among the trees a roe deer 
streaked off to a safe distance before stopping to have a look at us. The was an abundance of sapling trees 
testifying to the success of the policy so far, although sadly there was still evidence of significant grazing 
damage, mostly from sheep straying in from neighbouring estates. The path improvements (a mixture of 
railway sleepers laid across bog sections and more traditional repair techniques on steeper sections) certainly 
made the going easier whilst protecting the land from further degradation by the patter of booted feet. 
Although one may regret the artificiality of such measures, they are certainly less intrusive than widely 
eroded hill tracks and are probably the only long-term solution for the more popular hill access routes. 


Back at Aberarder, the day wound up with a question-and-answer discussion session. Whilst very useful, it 
was obvious that they were largely preaching to the already converted. However, one venerable local stalker, 
whilst sympathetic to the general aims of the place, was obviously horrified at any suggestion of a reduction 
in deer numbers throughout Scotland. SNH answered by pointing out that thirty years ago, when deer 
numbers nationally were half that of today, the total taken by stalking was the same. Even assuming that the 
long-term future lies with commercial stalking, this would not necessarily be adversely affected by drastic 
cuts in the deer population. 


I left feeling much heartened by what I'd seen and heard, but also with a lurking sense of unease. There is a 
steadily growing body of opinion across the spectrum in Scotland that the Highlands could and should be a 
very different place. A place where the injustices and exploitations of old could start to be reversed. A place 
where people and trees start to return to the land and make it once more productive in a sustainable way. 
Creag Meagaidh NNER is already beginning to demonstrate in a small way the practical possibility of this 
vision. Given time, it could become much bigger. On a wider scale a regenerated Highlands of this type 
could act as a demonstration to Western Man of the new ways he must adapt before he extinguishes himself 
by raping his environment. 


My lurking unease came from a sense of the powerful forces not far in the background that will challenge 
this progress. SNH’s political masters are the Tories. Their neighbours at Creag Meagaidh are private 
landowners and large business corporations. The SNH officials at the open day were careful to avoid 
expressing any ideas too radical, and kept stressing 
the importance of good relations with their neigh- 
bours. Yet it is these same neighbours’ sheep that 
are causing some of the biggest problems. When 
various of the day’s visitors opined that they 
should be prepared to get tougher over the sheep 
question, they appeared grateful to be getting 
public support for such a confrontational approach 
if found necessary. Although unspoken, one got the 
impression of a bunch of dedicated people with 
many worthy radical ideas having to tread very 
warily in a very hostile world. SNH deserve our 
strong and vocal support if they are to withstand 
the establishment forces which will seek to water 
down and emasculate their message in order to 
preserve the status quo. The bleating of that goat 
(Creag Meagaidh is a corruption of the Gaelic for 
‘crag of the bleating goat’) needs to be vigorously 
echoed by all of us in the years ahead. 


TICK-TOCK TICK-TAC... 
it's time to adapt your 
equipment with our very own 
Masochism fiunt... 7 | 
SALLY FORTH ’ Don't be afraid to upgrade 
those SKI-POLES by adding 
customised SPIKES! 
Oh-so-USEFUL as you weave 
in and out on the busy slopes. 
Aan Pe NG meleentras hue 
NY (Ol@1 6) Bete tiem (O11 6) Bw) 
and be a PISTE ACCHIO 
NUT! Why leave it all to the 


VULGAR BULGARS ?? 
EAT WHEAT AND DIE!! 


DIP into your pocket and keep 
WILD FEROCIOUS SHEEP at 
bay with a pair of handy 
HAND CRAMPONS!! STEP- 
INS are for CRETINS, and 
FRENCH STRAPS ARE 
CRAP! OO-AH-CANTONA!! 
No sooner does a rutting randy 
CHEVIOT try to RAM itself 
into your JETPACKER than 
it's smartly TUPPED on the 
SNOUT with a RAZOR 
SHARP FRONTPOINT! They 
fit like a glove!! See what 
EWE: can do! 


on TV.'s e 
at 
AL iif Contenders will start up 
Hf the Wall on my Fiest 
Wii whistle , Gladiators on 
my second ! 


=||Murdo is a contender 


sn fortunately aS the LANKY CONTENDER 
is checking his guys, (8 STONE oF MuUscLe 
% DETERMINATION in shape of WOLF 


La (s your GP abudget holder, Mr Munro? 
assaubts his FRAIL, SPINDLY 'BoDY.... 


If So We'll Set your leg tomorrow... 


TITy 


| 
tay 


\ 


IF seems fock singer turned journalist 
ToM MoRToN has goto book + T.V. 
program out oF doing the malt 


NST RS 
ava 


Can't 
tot 


What abovt doing the 
muntos And drinking the 
LocAL MALT on the Top of 
avery one. | bef noone's 
done that before - 


N\ On BlaBheinn, his [1th So,Me Munco, 
S MUNRO [DRAM COMBINATION 
G\ 2 Se ey 


s WEIL YoU NEVER 
< S Rem Tat 77ers THN 
n 43 WRoE. YoO a, 
uw A % 
NS ba ( E % 
Od 

ei 

ce) 

wi 

Z 

= 


BRuce_ PRI stacted-Can we Cetutn him to 


MoRE. TIME With Soo JouLES !!! 


The INVETERATE BAGGER had 
Possibly no thought through the 
IMPLICATIONS OF HIS SCHEME-- 


our mother 
cefised to breast. feed you & 
your Father héat you so you 
became a NUMERICAL MoNOMANIAC 


We've no choice actually: 
We're ovet- bi 


5 we but 
t 1 ee) IF pshiskles and climbing all 
elt at least he's back where be) | drinking 276 malk whiskies : 
ONE vy 7 the OF F-LICENSES jn Scotland. |'m thinWine 
i 


Fe t'm Nopopys cHi-yel? 
P T'm JT A FloWER 6 y . 

W I. 7 
TAATS GROWWGE W Vers 


oe: 


Se e) 
Ss; Another Talis ker 

TT Looming up, 

Ries Murdo! 


This patient is 
What We doctors 
call a“ LANG 
STREAK oF PISH: 
He's clearly 
DISTURBED. He 


adet On him. 


38 1. — 
Way he's got this great idea for 


of tagging along I 


.. PRESS RELEASE ... PRESS RELEASE ... PRESS RELEASE ... 
BABY IN SHOCK WINTER RESCUE SHOCK!! 


Controversy raged last night after a couple in their thirties, Torquil and Doreen Bagshot from the 
Milngavie area of southeast England, were rescued from Glencoe’s wintery “Aggy Ridge” along with 
their 18-month-old daughter Jasmin. She was being trundied along the fearsomely pinnacled “Ridge 
of Death” in a pram adorned with cuddly toys and a “Hearts of Gold” sticker when darkness overtook 
the party. 

But Mr Bagpuss hit out strongly at allegations that he and his family were grossly underequipped to 
venture out on the Scottish hills in winter. “I totally refute the suggestion”, he said, “I myself had a 
nice new pair of waterproof leggings, while my wife had with her a head scarf. The pram itself is 
made of nothing but the finest goretex fabric, while the wheels have been fitted with special 
retractable ice-spikes ever since Doreen and | took up the sport of Monroe-bashing.” 


Mrs Badshit added: “The only reason we failed to complete the fabled “Oh Fuck Ridge” was due to 
darkness overtaking us at the unforeseen and ridiculous hour of 3.30 pm. This sort of thing should 
never be allowed to happen. Why, only last week we traversed Oops-a-Daisy Tor in the Malverns, 
where night didn’t fall until well after five. If we had known this was liable to happen here we would 
have missed out the visit to the handloom weaver and set off up the hill long before 1 pm. 


Mountain rescue experts disagreed however. “I’m absolutely appalled and cross at this”, said an 
appalingly cross Martin Cruz-Smith, master of Glenmore Lodge No.547. And Chief Inspector Hamish 
an t-Sagairt, head of Highland Constabularly’s team working on the incident, said: “It wis pure 
murder up there, sae it wis. Onybody could hiv been kilt. Even the wean.” 


Meanwhile, the treacherous “high pressure” weather-system persists, and flash messages have been 
issued warning people against venturing onto the hills. Experts describe the whole west coast, from 
Duck Bay Marina to Knoydart, as “a deathtrap”, and advise against planning any journey north of 
Balloch. 
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Val Hamilton 
The great debate continues: The walking boot v the flip-flop 


It is surprising that such an august critical and iconoclastic journal as TAC has passed its 10th issue 
without questioning the central role of the walking boot in climbing hills. I would therefore like to put 
forward the case for the flip-flop as an alternative form of footwear. 


1 - COST 


Walking boots are ridiculously expensive; flip-flops are about 1/20th of the price. Many of us have 
come to regard a pair of leather boots as an investment (which can go up as well as down), but it 
seems fairly pointless to pay £80 for a pair of glorified trainers with a cut-away heel and which will 
give you about as much grip and keep your feet as dry as a pair of flip-flops. 


2 - PLACE OF PURCHASE 


You have to buy boots at outdoor shops. There you will be cross-questioned about your motives and 
experience, advised to try on the boots wearing four pairs of socks: silk inners, two pairs of wool 
socks and a set of Goretex Seals. When you get home to try breaking them in wearing your best M&S 
cotton/wool mix, your feet will slip around as if in size 14 wellies and you will have to head back to 
the shop and spend the equivalent of another eight pairs of flip-flops on socks. I know someone 
whose first pair of boots, on the advice of the shop assistant, were size 42: now on his own judgement 
and one pair of socks he’s down to 38s. There is also the danger of encountering foot fetishists who 
want to feel your toes and insert fingers down the back of your boots. 


You can buy flip-flops from Woolies where there is no danger of being engaged in any kind of 
conversation. And of course if you're into toe-sucking (see TAC9, p2), flip-flops do provide easy 


access. Wi 
3 - PAIN 

Leather boots require hours of careful Fain <+—— One good day 
“breaking-in". This involves wearing level 


them at all possible opportunities except 
on the hills. The relationship between 
painfulness and waterproofness of boots 
can be demonstrated by a simple graph: Le Siiale 


D 
* Stake of feek 


If you are lucky, the point of intersection of the two curves should provide one good day’s walking 
when your boots neither hurt nor leak. This will probably be a dry day on Dumyat but never mind. 
There is no point trying to break-in plastic boots though there may be some advantage in trying to 
alter the shape of your feet. 


To be fair, there are those who claim the thong of new flip-flops needs some softening, but a piece of 
plaster between the toes soon solves this problem. 


4 - CLEANING 


Boots need cleaning: this should of course be done immediately on one's return from the hill, but 
never is. It is morally dubious to clean one’s own boots without cleaning the boots of one’s walking 
companion. This means that boot-cleaning may be postponed until the last possible minute before 
leaving the house, and in extreme cases this may lead to the abandonment of the day’s expedition 
due to the principle of “first ready cleans the boots”: each participant prolonging their preparations 
for the day to such an extent that they can never be accused of being “ready”. A version of the 
‘Borthwick negative hitching” ploy? - Ed.) 


Although plastic boots may need only a wash and a 
quick sole de-stoning (I recommend a potato peeler), 
the inners need regular fumigation by a professional 
sanitiser in full protective clothing (eg a zoot-suit), as 
specified by the Health & Safety Executive. 


The occasional paddle in a crystal-clear stream at 
the end of the day is all that is required to clean 
flip-flops. 


5 - SOCKS 


Allied to boot-cleaning is the need for sock-washing. 
This is often extremely urgent and a panic-stricken 
desire for clean air may lead to socks being added 
indiscriminately to the washing machine. This 
usually renders the entire contents of the load 
useless, shrinking the socks and dyeing all other 
garments a delicate if blotchy shade of blue/ 
green/pink or any combination thereof. Old socks 
are however never thrown out: they are relegated for 
use as welly socks, gardening socks, socks for 
visitors, emergency mittens and for filling spare 
drawers, lining the bottoms of wardrobes etc. Walk- 
ing socks also come in useful as an answer to the 
question “What can Aunty Morag get you for 
Christmas?” 


The only socks you can wear with flip-flops are 
Japanese tabi and unless Muji are selling them you 
can't get them in Scotland, so that removes that 
dilemma. 


6 - INTERCHANGEABILITY 


If you inadvertently pick up someone else's boots (sorry Geoff), it is unlikely that you will be able to 
walk far in them. Flip-flops are not possessor-specific. They are also unisex, but then so are boots, 
despite what the manufacturers try to tell you. “Ladies’ boots” are just skimpier versions of the real 
macho male item. 


7 - GREENNESS Flip-flops are far more environmentally friendly than boots. They require no 
discharge of tanning effluents into Italian rivers and, as they provide virtually no grip, cause minimal 
erosion. 500 million Africans can't be wrong. 


DISCLAIMER - Perhaps flip-flops are not ideal for Scottish winter mountaineering. Fitting crampons 
is difficult, allhough a few tricounis could easily be pushed into the soles, while growing your 
toe-nails long would solve the front-point problem. 


Ed. - ...ef, but didnt Shakespeare wear fip-Hops? 
NEXT ISSUE - Wellies v high-heeled slingbacks. 
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A Right Bag of Trigs 


Question: What connects Arthurs Seat, Maryhill Park, a grassy knoll near Aberdeens 
Beach Balroom and the summit of Ben Nevis? Answer: All are home to a species of 
lour-foot high concrete pillar, perhaps soon to be that mysterious object of desire for a 
whole generation of aisatiected Munrobaggers. Chris Lennox explains... 


Fed up with monotonous Munros, cloudy Corbetts, to say nothing of dull Donalds? A 16 year old Lanarkshire 
lad has devised a new bagging sport for those looking for a more obscure and time-consuming challenge. 
Jethro Lennox was already listing and visiting all the Trig Points in Scotland when an obscure reference 
appeared in TAC9. Mr Trig Point’s friend, Ordnance Survey (referred to in that article) was unable to produce a 
list of all Triangulation Pillars in Scotland and Jethro had to start from scratch. 


All the 1 in 50,000 Scottish Ordnance Survey maps needed a detailed study to identify all the Trig Points which 
then required meticulous listing and map referencing. It quickly became apparent that Mr (or was it Ms?) Trig 
Point had found low-lying and populated country much more amenable to his/her task than mountainous 
country. There are, for example, 61 Trig Points on map 64 (Glasgow), but only 8 on map 36 (Grantown and 
Cairngorm). The list compilation is not yet quite complete, but over 2000 have already been identified. Munro’s 
(and other) Tables eat your heart out! 


Poring over maps of a winter’s evening is an attractive alternative to homework, but visiting those Trig Points is 
the real purpose. Accessibility varies from a 2 metre dash from a car (there are no established ethical rules for 
Trigbagging), to solitary Trig Points on inaccessible islands with no ferry service, as well as remote points on 
isolated Munros and Corbetts. One occasional problem already identified is the complete disappearance of 
Trig Points: in at least one place, the hill under the Trig Point has also completely disappeared (map 72, ref 
951471 for those interested), and a nearby Trig Point (Cairngryffe Hill, 340 metres) will shortly be gobbled up 
by quarry machinery. 


By bicycle, foot, car and boat, Jethro has thus far 
visited 112 (about 5% of the total), from industrial 
heartlands to Cairngorm heights to Western islands 
(see picture). As a keen juggler, he had hoped to 
juggle on top of every Trig Point, thus establishing yet 
another new sport of Triggling. Some have been 
Triggled, but unexpectedly adverse weather conditions 
have made this achievement difficult. 


For those who want an excuse to visit some /ealy 
obscure corners of Scotland, Trigbagging is highly 
recommended. However, Jethro estimates it will take 
approximately 100 years to visit them all, and until he 
has completed this worthy venture, he is keeping his 
list copyright! 


Ed - Although not really wanting to encourage this kind 
Of thing (OK, not wanting to be seen to encourage this 
kind of thing), there are of course a goodly number of 
TPs lying craziy shattered - a la Walt Poucher - having 
been situck by lohining. Those on Schiehation, Sguir 
Na Ciche and York Minster spring to mind. And any 
suggestions as to the most TP-shaped hil in Scotland? Which in turn begs questions about the mysterious 
ditference between the standard 4-sided TPs on general release, and the strange cylindrical ones prevalent in 
the Central Highlands - eg on Beinn Chaorach neat Tyndrum and Stob na Cruatche in the Black Corres. 


Then there are the curiously TP-less areas, such as both sides of the big Shiel glen, the Deargs, the Mamores 
and, by and large, the Caimgorms. And how about some facetious debate over only 53 out of 277, of 19.13% 
of Muntos having betrigpointed summits (plus a turther 7 with TPs on adjacent or sermadacemt bumps: Aligin, 
Elghe, the Lomondside Vorlich, Meall Glas, Gulvain, Ladhar Bheinn, The Saddle), while similar calculations vor 
Corbetts give a figure of 30.80% (69 out of 224), again with 7 neat misses: Shalloch on Minnoch, Car na 
Creagach, Beinn aBhuiridh, Creagan na Beinne, Sgor Mor, Beinn Odhar Bheag and Dun da Ghaoithe. Even 
lowly Donalds weigh in with a impressive 27.59% (24 out of 87, plus 4 not-quites: Glentath Heights, Ere Hil, 
Ballencleuch Law and Shalloch again). 


From this one may perhaps inter that the OS are, perhaps, a little lazy - whilst, by a process of extrapolation, 
t's a wonder that the vast fenlands of Albion aren't more populated by tine upstanding concrete pillars than by 
tne upstanding citizens. Or pethaps they are: someone or something must have been voting in the recent 
governments... 
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Bothy nichts: 
Running into the buffers 


You know the form for booking SMC huts? You 
book the whole hut but need to leave four 
spaces for SMC members who may drop in. 
Some of my friends were there and one in 
particular thinks that old clothes are for the hill 
and not the bin, and that climbers should be 
judged on ability and not on dress 
appearance. 


This was a weekend during the Gulf War and 
some SMC were there also. An SMC crusty in a 


loud voice to his assembled friends said: ‘| do hope this damn war continues for a bit. 
That will push the price of petrol to £5 a gallon and keep some of the riff-raff off the 


hills.’ 
And | thought they were on our side... 


WALKING TYPES: No.2 
Two Ladies with Walking Sticks 


Jim Bailey 


There are always two of them. One is short and chubby, the other tall and thin. They never walk very far or very 


quickly, but they always have a sip splendid time. 


You're a bit worried about broken hips and having to call out the big yellow helicopter when you see them 
dithering about on the stepping stones at the start of the path, but three hours later there they are, creeping their 
way over the wee snow field to get to the col and the summit ridge. ‘I think if you were just to hold my stick at 
this point, Martha. And perhaps give me a little push ...’ and then a fit of the giggles in a slightly dodgy position in 
the middle of the snow, because they’re using four steps someone has kicked to get up the last bit, and Martha’s 
legs are so short she would really need six steps to make it comfortable. 


They wear quilted anoraks which look about as waterproof as toilet paper, and often have bobble hats which 
have surprising things written on them, fike ‘Eiger Nordwand’ or ‘Patagonia ‘73’. They have stout tweed trousers 


with turn-ups, or moleskin breeches and 
red socks. Their walking sticks have horn 
handles carved in the shape of animal 
heads, or are four feet long with a thumb 
notch at the top. 


They stop frequently, and drink tea from a 
tartan thermos flask, sometimes using 
proper china mugs with ‘World’s Best 
Gran’ written on them. They have brought 
rain-hoods in case of showers, and they 
own the last two Pac-a-Macs in the world. 


And you find them again, at the end of the 
day, as you totter down off the Horns of 
Alligin. The short, chubby one has her 
boots and socks off, and is steeping her 
feet in the burn. The tall, thin one is 
making careful, copperplate notes in her 
diary. They are giggling like schoolgirls. 
‘Oh, no,’ they say, ‘Just the first one. We 
looked across at the other one, you know, 
the proper top, but we said No, and we 
had a nice long seat and a look at the 
lovely view, then came back down the 
same way. Have you had a nice day? We 
have. We've had suc/ a lovely day.’ 


GRANT HUTCHISON 


The Campsies, and why you should notice them 
by David McVey 


In the first week of my university career, back in the days when we had Yes albums, student grants 
and Gregory ’s Girl haircuts (speak for yourself - Ed), | went to the Freshers’ Fair, where student 
societies tout for members. I made straight for the Mountaineering Club stall, manned by two guys, 
one affable and friendly, the other a distant, grim-faced macho-man, hands in the pockets of his 
Javelin fleece jacket. The other bloke asked me about my mountaineering experience, and I 
answered, light-heartedly adding that I knew the Campsies like the back of my hand. The strong 
silent type threw in a sneering ‘*Well, you won’t be going to the Campsies with THIS club!’’, and 
went back to ignoring me. 


Perhaps he was experiencing girlfriend trouble, or toothache, or had failed his spelling and 
join-the-dots resits; but I never went to any Mountaineering Club meets. I suspect he became the 
first man to climb the Old Man of Hoy solo while clubbing himself with a pick-axe handle. But his 
scornful attitude to the Campsies is typical. Not Munros, Corbetts nor even Donalds (missing 
Donaldhood by 103 feet), they don’t have big macho rock climbs or jagged ridges. They’re just too 
easy. 


In fact the Campsies go have a few rock climbs, there are one or two well-defined peaks, the 
terrain is often rough, peaty and not at all easy - and as for not being Munros, this means that they 
lack clamouring crowds of list-tickers, even at weekends. A few popular routes do have ugly tracks 
leading to the summits; usually these lead up from lay-bys and car parks and have been trodden by 
the perfidious motorised hillwalker. Yet many spectacular and beautiful corners of the Campsies are 
lonely and little-frequented. 
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Spectacular? The Canpsies? i 


Try the huge Corrie of Balglass, high above Balfron, and its smaller western neighbour; Tom Weir 
described them as resembling the coires of the Cairngorms. They are airy, evocative places, 
dominated by the croaking of ravens and fluted gusts of wind in the gullies. 


And there’s Dumgoyne, Strathblane’s own Alp. Ignore the blinkered motorists’ path from the 
Glengoyne car park, which follows quite the dullest route up this fine, rocky wee peak. Instead, take 
a bus to Strathblane and strike out for the summit from Cantywherrie. 


The upper reaches of the Fin Glen ate as unfrequented as any Highland valley. Coming down the 
Glen once in torrential rain, I had to cross a burn swollen to look like something out of Knoydart. I 
waded in as far as I dared, leapt the fast-flowing bit, and, landing in the shallows, fell on my 
backside. Twenty minutes later I was drying out in the warmth of a Kelvin bus at Campsie Glen. 


Their nearness to the city explains why the Campsies are so valued (and, paradoxically, why many 
dismiss them). The upper Fin Glen is about twelve miles from the centre of Glasgow. Go the same 
distance from Central London and you’ll find yourself in Potter’s Bar. 


For many years, the Campsies were surprisingly untouched by development, but the last 15 years 
have seen changes: tracks gouged out of the southern face by a mineral water company; hideous 
boxy private housing on the lower slopes; and the usual problem of bulldozed roads as well as more 
discreet argocat tracks which are seized on by the navigationally illiterate and turned into broad 
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scars. Private and public forestry have blighted the Carron Valley, and limited approaches to the 
Meikle Bin, the second highest peak in the Campsies. 


Like all countryside on the verge of big cities there are problems of dumping, litter (I once found a 
car battery high in the hills), and vandalism. The squalid car park above Campsie Glen is a 
favourite Saturday night haunt for tte /2ds; wildly revving cars full of neanderthal males screech 
into the car park. Fifteen minutes later cardboard pizza containers fly out of windows, followed at 
regular intervals by lager cans and fag douts. The steep slopes down to the burn from the Crow 
Road are also a favourite place to dump unwanted, perhaps stolen cars. 


What I’m saying is that the Campsies need friends, friends to explore them, enjoy them, appreciate 
them; most importantly, to speak up for them if need be. 


TAC Festive quiz - answers & winners! 


Well, better than last year in that there were actually some 
entries this time. And what’s more, we’ve got several lucky 
winners (luck being the operative word). First prize goes to 
a Fifer, Tom Orr from Crail, with 5.5 points, closely 
followed by a Bishopbrigadier, Gary Bain, on 4.5. Highland 
region’s only entrant, David Summers frae Invershnectie, 
receives a special lifetime achievement award for ten 
incorrect answers, virtually all of which made your editor 
laugh. Alan Dawson won the Boring-Squares quiz with an 
all-correct entry, but that’s the kind of guy he is, so we'll 
make no more mention of that. Alans must be particularly 
boring, as the aptly-named Alan Bowring from Leek in 
Vegetableshire also almost got the Squares all-correct, 
apart from confusing his eastings with his northings on a 
flat bit of Tiree. This still wins him a T-shirt however, 
especially since he pointed out that the new Irish OS maps 
include some totally blank squares... 


7. /fone was to run a marathon, starting at the Howarden- 
nan carpark and heading for the southside of Glasgow via 
the normal inetalled route (/.e. Balmaha, Drymen, Bears- 
gen, Anniesland Cross, Clyde Tunnel), where would the 
tinishiine be? 


It's always difficult to measure these things precisely 
(unless you use a ‘Jones counter’, whatever that is) but 
your editor’s attempt at accurate empiricism suggested the 
line to be in the very bottom of the tunnel. Quite how many 
of the imaginary runners could still, after 26.2 miles, be 
capable of exceeding the Tunnel’s 8 mph minimum speed 
limit begs another question... 


2. Naine shared by an Indian city on. the fringe of the 
Himalaya and an Ayrshire mining village on the fringe of 
Galloway? 


Not Dalyeti Bay as suggested by Mr Summers, but Patna. 
3. Which city could be called Aberfoyle? 
Londonderry, at the mouth of the River Foyle. 


4. Where, in the Highlands, other than Glen Coe, are there 
hotels nated The Clachaig and The Kingshouse approx. 9 
Miles apart? 


Depends how much you've had to drink. If sober, then Killin 
and the roadjunction east of Balquhidder should do the 
trick. 


5. Which word connects an Aberdeen - and erstwhile 
Dundee Utd - striker and a hill in southern Scotland? 


Interesting this, as several folk got the right player for the 
wrong reason. The striker was Davie Dodds, he so bonny 
as to give rise to the cheery away-supporters’ chant ‘Davie 
Dodds, the Elephant Man’. And as all Twin Peakies will 
know, the Elephant Man’s real name was John Merrick. 
And the highest of all hills in southern Scotland is not 
called John. Anyone who suggested ‘Dod’ as being a 
generic Border hillname got a point for trying. 


6. How many toes does Reinhold Messner have? 


How long is a piece of string? We had the beardie recluse 
as retaining four pedi-digits, but others seem authorita- 
tively sure he has both more or less. Hence any answer 
between none and ten would have done, although eleven is 
pushing it a bit. 


7. According to the menorial on top of Cairnsmore of 
Fleet, how many planes have crashed and how many 
airmen died on the till? 


In the Spirit of the Quiz, your editor mislaid the scrunched- 
up bit of paper on which he had scribbed this answer. But 
he seems to recall it was Planes 8, Bodies 29, sad to say. 
And no, the hill isn’t named after the number of warships to 
have run aground on it. 


8. In the famous edition of the late Russell Harts 
chatshow when he was physically assaulted by Grace 
Jones, who was the other hillwalking-related guest? 


Bizarrely, it was old makeup features himself, Walt 
Poucher - a fantastic piece of programme-planning. 
Whether any combination of Walt, Russell and the Bond 
girl got off with each other after the show remains 
shrouded in Cyclopean mists. 


9. The shortest vatiant of the tourist path onto which 
popular Munro includes a 25’ vertical metal ladder? 


No, not Carn Liath in the Ladder Hills - it isn’t a Munro, 
silly. Try Cruachan up through the woods and see what 
happens when you arrive beneath the dam. 


70. Who was the highest person in Britain the night of 10th 
June 1990? 


Your editor, atop the Ben, and bloody cold it was too! He 
was also for several hours the highest paid person in 
Britain. Those were the days... 
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CRAG-RAT 


CAL 


Dear TAC, 


Many thanks for TAC10. | haven’t 
had a chance to read it yet, but, 
flicking through, can | just point 
out that Tam Weir photie on p3 is 
of Walt Poucher, not Madonna - 
an easy mistake, though! 


All the besi, 
Jim McNeil 
Sheffield, Albion 


Ea. - Well sootted! On the orginal 
colour version, “Donnas ma” was 
wearing green eyeshadow, hence 
the contusion. The Steinway 
Grand balanced on the Sguimain 
skyline beyond ought to have 
given the game away though - 
and all this on 3 too! 


LS 
Dear TAC (and Murdo), 


Has the nail finally been ham- 
mered into the coffin of Shug’s 
3000’ mark? A cursory glance at 
the Scotchland bit in the 
MacMillan Guide fo &riains 
Nature Heserves revealed the 
following fact about Ben Lomond: 
“.the most southerly of Scot- 
land’s mountains over 1000m...”. 


This was among several other 
glaring inaccuracies - | seem to 
remember a reference to “the 
northern cliffs of 1200m high Ben 
Lui”. 


Aye well, for all this we’ll have the 
plagues of sportscar-driving Curtis 
Stigers fans away from the better, 
sub-3282’ Munros. 


Regards, 

Benefactor Shitehawk ; 

c/o The CIC Hut, Madagascar. 

Foe ca eae eee 


Dear TAC, 


| have never taken the trouble to 
write to any publication previously, 
but the content of TAC10 beggars 
belief. Not only do we have Tom 
Rigg remonstrating with you over 
the use of mindless gibberish, but 
you have actually preceded it with 
the worst example | have ever 
seen! In addition to insulting, thus 
alienating, your sensible readers, 
you seem to be unaware that this 
sort of thing spreads quickly 


through the lower ranks if not 


nipped smartly in the bud. | 
suggest that you strive to ensure 
such nonsense is not printed 
again. 


Yours etc, 
Captain M.Madden 
Penicuik 


Ed. - Stick to selling doubleglazing, 
like all your fellow townspeople! 
Ee ETT 


Dear Sir, 


| would like to congratulate Tom 
Rigg upon his astute observation 
concerning my mental state 
(TAC10, letters), but feel also that 
some qualification must be made. 


| have, perforce, lived most of my 
life in the very flattest, dullest 
corner of Albion’s monotonous 
plain imaginable and this has, 
inevitably, had a profound effect 
upon my mental capacity. Imagine 
waking up every morning and 
instead of a fine mountain like 
Beinn na Lap you are greeted by a 
vista of green fields and 
hedgerows interspersed with 
quaint little village pubs! It’s 
enough to drive anyone to drink 
(as indeed it has). 


However, | do take offence at the 
insinuation that my article, “The 
Great Stalking Con(troversy)” 
(TAC9) might not actually be 
entirely true. It was the Queen 
Mother herself who told me the 
story, at Hogmanay a couple of 


years ago. We were having a few 
quiet drams (gin and tonic for the 
Queen Mum) in a_ pub near 
Balmoral when the conversation 
turned to the subject of stalking. 
She said she’d seen documents 
proving the “conspiracy” in an 
ante-room of the Royal Chapel at 
Windsor Castle. Any coincidence 
between my article, which 
undoubtedly caused some concern 
in high places (ave - 400m up near 
Corrour Station - Ed) and the 
recent, mysterious fire at the 
chapel is pure speculation... 


After the Queen Mother had left | 
finished the bottle of Talisker and 
then returned to Gelder Shiel 
bothy where | encountered a little 
green gnome who confirmed what 
I'd been told. So it must be true. 


Yours insanely drunk, 
Prospect 
Albion 


Ea. - Come to think of tt shouldnt 
Tolk who come from Albion be 
called “Albinos”? 


ih a HAN HAUNT AN 


it, 


itt 


Dear TAC, 


| write to complain about the 
sexist slur printed in TAC10 (see 
4raes Beels). SMISG is most 
certainly not involved in any of the 
activities outlined by your Penicuik 
reader, we all know who he is and 
he is not smart by the way. 


It is hardly surprising that he does 
most of his hill-walking in his own 
company. Please do not allow him 


further space in your otherwise 
fine magazine. 


Yours, 
Miss Terry 
Kelvindale 


Ld. - And perhaps you should stick 
fo dragging pre-leen weans up big 
winty hills at Tm lke your fellow 
townspeople. Or was that Kelvin- 
sie? 


Dear Uncle Murdo, 


| have a very embarrassing 
personal problem; | hope you can 
help me. Recently | was talking to 
a friend, someone | thought | knew 
well, about what he’d done one 
wet and wild Sunday this August. 
He told me he’d gone up Meall 
nan Tarmachan. | commented that 
navigating along the ridge in zero 
visibility must have been interest- 
ing, to which he replied, with no 
hint of shame, “Oh, | just went 
Straight up and down”. 


| can only conclude, to my horror, 
that he is a munro-bagger. | don’t 
expect to be able to cure him but | 
am now afraid of being seen with 
him in normal company. He 
doesn’t seem to realise there is 
anything the matter with him. In 
mitigation, he is English and he’s 
kind to his mother. What should | 
do? 


Yours in desperation, 
Anna Keegach 
Somewhere in Scotland 


Murdo replies - On the contrary 
my dear Anna, / thoroughly 
agprove of your frend’s behaviour. 
/t appears he has atiended one of 
My therapeutic symposia on 
“Primal Sumit Therapy’. It was 
here that Mike Oldtield got his 
loeas for Tubular Bells I, here 
where Charle Windsor learnt the 
Mystical connexion between taras 
and lampax, and here where your 
fal decided to clinb Tarmachan 
by the most Karma-efticient route - 
good 1deas one and all 


Dear TAC, 


An issue of great concern | would 
like to address is the striking 
similarity between Warbeck and 
the Swan (who in their own Hitch- 
cockesque way appear in TACS5), 
and the new superheroes Wayne 
and Garth from the film Waynes 
World - now on video - copies 
attached for perusal. 


This raises fundamental questions 
for your readers... Are members of 
the TAC team moonlighting and 
selling their unique talents to 
Hollywood for a fistful of Gore- 
tex?? Are they so desperate that 


Wayne Garth 


they stoop so low?? What are 
others doing?? Will we see your 
good editorial self appearing in 
Star Trek - The Next 50 Munros 
and the Search for Spock’s Hair- 
piece???? You MUST PUBLISH... 
Your readers DEMAND TO 
KNOW... 


Regards, 


Sue Walsh, Broxbourne, Herts, 


Heart of Albion 


Good cal, Sue. Go straight to the 
Top Ten Babes Of All Time ...And 
wasn't Garth a Youth Hostel in a 
previous incamation? 


Dear TAC, 


| note that you have a letter from 
that well known lackey of the 
lairds Tom Rigg. This grovelling 
subspecies is to be found in 
decreasing numbers all over the 
Highlands, with their pathetic 
brown-nose arguments like “We 
would starve without the land- 
owners”. If walkers wish to avoid 
this pathetic creature there is a 
perfectly acceptable bunkhouse 
on Corrour Station about one mile 
from Corrour Youth Hostel. 


This species of fawning deer is 
likely to come to the fore in the 
near future when the landowners 
make their periodic attempt to 
restrict walkers from the traditional 
right to roam. At this very moment 
there is a Committee sitting some- 
where in Scotland to mull over 
these issues. This Committee will 
no doubt consist of such un- 
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partisan elements as the Scottish 
Landowners Association, a few im- 
poverished lairds and, just to show 
that the Committee is unprejudiced 
with regard to class and creed, one 
or two of the Tom Rigg Brown 
Nose variety. The plan of this 
Committee may well be to restrict 
the walker to what they quaintly 
call “corridors”. This means _ in 
effect that walkers will be allowed 
to go where the landowners direct. 


If this happens, then your organ 
will have a great responsibility to 
organ-ise and orchestrate opposi- 
tion to this outrageous proposal. 


Yours, 
Peter Gold 
Glasgow 


Ed. - Doesnt the Fond District 
already have corridors? There’s a 
‘Corridor Route” up Scatell Pike! 


This land is your land... 


* Following our comments on the proposed shutdown of the RAF search-and-rescue 
bases comes a letter from an insider with connections both at Kinloss and Leuchars. The 
tale he tells is, as with so many MOD botchups, a pitiful one. It concerns the wee daughter 
of a Leuchars pilot who, not unreasonably, fancied joining her da for a whirl in the real-life 
version of Budgie the helicopter. No way, said the MOD: she’s in neither the RAF nor a 
Mountain Rescue Team, so has to stay grounded. Not convinced, the father wrote to 
Jimmy “I'll fix it to put parkbenches on The Ben” Saville, in hope of the trip being arranged 
via the popular TV prog. The Greatest Living Medallion Man liked the idea, approached 
the military, but was again met with blank refusal. But what’s most interesting is the hidden 
agenda. According to our correspondent, the real reason for the knockback was that “it 
would only highlight the demise of the helicopters and increase our embarrassment”. 
Good to know the military have the best interests of the nation at heart. 


* The appeal, in TAC10, for a Walt Poucher appreciation society has, to some extent, 
been met by the fine piece of purple prosody to be found on pp4-5 of this very issue. And 
also, it would appear, by BBC Scotland’s latest weatherperson appointment: that of one 
Vanessa Collingridge. This is so near Vanessa (or should it be Bheinnessa?) Coolin Ridge 
as to obviously be deliberate. Your TAC editorial staff are currently conducting a study of 
the frequency with which she forecasts Stygian Gloom for parts of the Western Highlands. 


* Besides churning out copious copy for recent TACs, Grant Hutchison of Dundee has also 
been pondering the vexed question of what constitutes - if that’s the right word - the worst 
path in Scotland. Parameters, he suggests, could be mobbedness, erosion or simply the 
tendency for it to perform a disappearing act after three miles. For starters Grant suggests 
the weel-kent quag up onto Cruach Ardrain from the A82 - although this can now be 
cannily swerved (see a cryptic note in TAC7). We would wish to add two paths which 
appear - again if that’s the right word - not to exist beyond the confines of cartography: 
that up the Allt a’Gharbh-choire towards Cairn an Tuirc from the A93, and the crosscountry 
route up towards the Deil’s Putting Stone from Nether Holm of Dalquhairn near the Water 
of Ken - a route so non-existent as to have been struck off the most recent OS map. Any 
more for any more? 


* Your TAC editor himself, very much a somosa-and-sardine man, has long been 
fascinated by what others choose for sustenance on the hill. But even he, with his 
occasionally trenchorious eating habits, would baulk - or should that be boak - at a walker 
reportedly seen packing a daysack at Longthwaite youth hostel in the Albion Pond District. 
No sandwiches, no cans of Diet Pepsi, not even any atrocious Kendal Mint Cake. Just 
twentyfour - yes, two dozen - Jacob’s Club biscuits, blackcurrant flavour. As they say in 
those parts, there’s nowt so queer as folk. 


* During the recent non-stop storms battering these shores, one of Vanessa 
Coolin-Ridge’s colleagues on Aevorting Scotland came away with the statement that: 
“'..virtually every minor road in the central Borders was blocked by a tree”. Some size of 
tree that. 


2nd ANNIVERSARY OF TAC COMING UP NEXT TIME... 


WIN A HELICOPTER TRIP WITH JIMMY MACGREGOR!! 


Z0 


